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Weakness 


Lars is doing it again. Sprawled on the couch, head thrown back, arms crossed, bare feet up on the coffee 


table. 


He knows it drives me crazy, the way he exposes himself like that. He knows my little weakness, and he 


explores it to the fullest. Bastard. 

| pretend to read the latest issue of Guitar World, but he knows I'm watching his every move. He shifts 
slightly, runs his hand through his hair, tugs on the neck of his blue t-shirt pulling it down a little, wiggles his 
toes. 


| want to touch him, take him into my mouth, and suck until he squirms. 


Another little wiggle and his eyebrows move up a little. | know he's challenging me. You wouldnt dare, would 
you? he seems to be saying. Oh, fuck it. Just watch me. 


| put the magazine down, get up, and take a few steps towards the couch. Lars is looking directly at me now; 


corners of his mouth curled up a little, fingers drumming in anticipation 


| drop to my knees in front of him and touch him. Just brush my finger over the skin. It feels so good. | can't 
restrain myself any longer; | lean down and lick the tip. It has this distinctive taste, a little salty, with a hint of 


something . . . | can never describe what it is exactly. 


| turn my head to watch the expression on his face: first surprise, then a lazy smile. Yeah. He's got me now- 
right where he wants me. 


| lap at the tip again, and start sucking. This elicits a little moan from him, and I'm getting really hard, really 
fast. 


After a few moments | let him slide out of my mouth, and instead, | run my tongue along the whole length of 
the underside, one long, delicious lick. On the way back, | stop my exploration right in the middle. | know its his 
sensitive place and | swirl my tongue in circles, apply gentle pressure at random spots. The skin is surprisingly 
soft there; my tongue traces the thin lines, leaving a moist path along the way, then it returns to the tip and 


l'm sucking on it again. 


Lars's moans are getting louder. His hands are clasping the edge of the couch, eyes half shut. His hips rise in 
time with my sucking. He's shaking. 


At any moment somebody might walk in, but that possibility only turns me on more, and | know he doesn't give 
a fuck. 


"Harder," he gasps, and | comply, increasing the speed and applying more pressure. My tongue is working like 


crazy now, and I'm sucking, and licking, and sucking, and- 
"Kirk? Why the fuck are you sucking on Lars's toe?" 
Oops. 


Busted, 


eR 


The first thing | saw when | walked into the studio the following morning, was a big notice on the message 


board: 


New HQ policy: 
Effective immediately. All employees and crew are required fo wear shoes and socks at all times, and are not 


allowed to remove them under any circumstances. This applies also to the members of the band 


Signed: James Hetfield 


It looks like somebody's got some issues here. 


(end) 


